Story, (first great grief, 
| Ceath oi wee 'Bessie,”) 
HOSMER. 
174) 


Condolence is offere . 
Se Gee ta d by relatives and friends, and his voice 


A father's Lament, 


the world without is dim to view, 
though fair to other eyes, 

ror sorrow gives its own dull hue 
to valley, hill, and skies; 

ihick darkness that will not depart, 
seems brooding over earth; 

A heavy cloud is on my heart, 
A shadow on my hearth, 


My youngest-child of love and hope! 
Away the spoiler bore; 

Her beauteous eyes of asure ope, 
When morning calls, no more, 

ithe rose is Dlanched upon her face, 
Her pulse forever stilled; 

And now my dwelling is a place 
With funeral echoes filled, 


On! ever she was first to hear 
My homeward step at night, 
And laughter,silvery and clear, 

Berokened her delight, 
but now the door of home i seek 
With bosom chilied to stone, 
ror Desolation, grim and bieak, 
Hath made my roof his own, 


peep in my bleeding heart the knife 
Of agony found way, 

When warned in whispers that her life 
Would not outlast the day; 

{ kissed her cheek, 1 breathed her name, 
But heard no fond reply: 

Her visage wan more sharp became, 
More duil her closing eye. 


vhese ringlets,to remember dear, 
So bright that one might deem 
Yhe sunlight of a purer sphere 
Had touched them with its bean, 
Bring back the beauteous head to sight 
On which their clusters grew, 
Her rounded brow of radiant white, 
And cheek of rosiest hue, 


Her bonnet gay, with ribbons graced, 
vyhe doll she used to hoid, 

And shoe that daintily encased 
Her foot of fairy mould, 

vghe gift of mournful speech possess 
When on them fall mine eyes, 

And tell how much of loviiness 
In earth ail wasted lies. 


story,'rather's Lament, con. 
Wet Cote 


nOsMeE ke 


in dreams | hear her prattling tongue 
Essay my Name to speak; 

Her little arm are round me fiung,. 
Her lips are on my cheek, 

But waking in my tortured breast 
Begets a wilder throe, 

Yor, bordering the land of rest, 
Biack lies the reaim of woe! 


there is a grief iike Aprii's cloud, 
that meits in rain away, 

A little while the head is bowed, 
ihen comes a brighter day; 

Wot such is mine= no drops refresh 
My weary soul, that fain 

Would rend these bonds of melting fiesh, 
And join the lost again. 


though eyes of Heaven's own blue are din, 
Brow,cheek and lip to coidness wed, 
From God she came, and back to Hin, 
In her unsinning morn,hath fled. 


An Angel whispered in her ear 
fhe message by her Father sente-- 
Sweet words that she alone couid hear, 
And spotless to His arms she went. 


— Oh! precious child of hope and love! 
{ Our hearts to thee too fondly ciung, 
Ané@ God,to turn our hearts above, 

Bach trembling chord hath wildiy wrung. 
then, mourning mother: let us pray, 

When we have done with #arth and ime, 
that she,whom we deplore today, 

Embrace us in a breghter clime. 


Knickerbocker Scanctun, 
Feb.ini 
My bear Sir; 

i must thank you cordially for your two excellent pieces of 
poetry in our rebruary number. i think the "Father's Lament’ one of the 
moct neautifut things 1 have ever seen from your pen; and 1 am not alone 
in this opinion. 

i shall hope to hear from you when ever your ieisure and 
inclination prompt. With my respectful regards acceptable to your good 
wife, and in the meantime hold me 

Aiways faithfully yours, 
LeGaylor «. Clark, 


story, 
WelleOehs 
HOSME Re 


Q- 
KopeVE@ a letter <i for the poet from an absent townsman, 


Robert Mac Kay 


*Thibodansville Louiseana 
July 4th 1845, 
My dear friend, 

On my return from New Orleans a short time since ly 
- heart was gladdened by the receipt of news papers containing extracts 
" from your poems, and, 1 can tell you your friend fairly danced withsde- 
light on seeing the pictures of the soul of one with whom he has ene 
joyed so many hours of pleasant converse, and on being transported to 
those scenes among which were spent the first and happiest days of his 
life now rendered immortal in song.--- You must know Cuyler that 1 
not only Love but revere the muse of poetry with her sacred and bound= 
less influence over the heart and imagination where properly used--=- 
were it not for the amusement | derive from Shakespear, Miiton, Gray 
and others, and in dashing off a dishwater effusion myself occagsiomly 
1 should find it gloomy enough here, But Cuyler perhaps I better tell 
you a little of my whereabouts--=- 1 am iiving on the Bayou Lafourche 
49 miles from New Orleans, and ego from :hebodansviile in the midst of 
the Suga® Pianters heat,fieas, files,frogs,alligators, nefroes- fevers 
and brunettes. shis is first rate country for a butterfly a bee or an 
enthusiast--and is still better to remember an absent friend in, 1 kear 
you exclaim “what a wild enthusiast is thes corispondent of mine |" 
Well my friend 1 hope you wiil not be dislpeased with my enthusiasm, in 
friendship, virtue, and all good tuings in nature, as bs my hope ever to 
be. How could spirits aspiring after something better than this world 
afpords exist in this gloomy uncongenial clime of ourswith out enthu- 
siasm to warm and animate the soul? i have not heard from my brothers 
in Florida, L am thinking of going over to re to hunt them up, 
Give my best regards to your iady whom 1 shail ever remember with ps£eas 


ure, and for your self dear Cuyler believe me to be 
, Ever Yours 


Kobert Mckay, ' 


otory, 
WeheCeHe 


Krom Notes to HOSMER, 
Legends of the Senecas. 


fhe Big Oak. | Old chiefs the pipe of peace to smoke, 
Quel ‘cae Met often in the days of yore 
Beneath this mighty council oak, 


Grey giant of the river shore,-” piri > 


| the famed oak standing on the banks of the Genesee, in the town of 


Geneseo, and which gave name to the Indian Villiage of Big iree;' 
was a piace of indian council for ages. in the memory of men now 
diving the calumet has been lighted beneath its over=shadowing baghs |; 


| Returning thanks for corn and fruit.=*~'° 
-=e=the ‘Corn vance} 
nendering thanks for favors conferred upon them by 
the Great Spirit. 
‘She-gua-on's foot ere Long will tread 
the green shore of the spirit land,-"»72"\ 


" indian names are generaliy significant of something in nature, @c~ 
currences happening at she time of the birth frequently suggest nass, 


“On a high scaffold rudely made, 
shree days the painted corse was thronec.~ 


Wheh a distinguished person died, sometimes the Senecas erected a 
scaffold on which they placed the departed, in attitude and habili- 
ments of life--1 refer the reader to the concluding chapter of Stones 
Life of Red Jacket, entitled a”"Black Chief's Daughter, and the facts 
of which were related to the writer by my mother, while on a western 
tour gathering materials for his wopk,---- Again, the golden thread 
of the poets imagery --in Reply of the Great Oak,at Geneseo, to tie 


Charter Oak at Hartford, follies 
thanks brother of the Kingly crest, 
ror missive unto me addrest?© 
the fay, who bore thy greeting fair, 
Is waiting my response to bear, 
And while his acorn cup is filiied 
With nectar by the night distiiied, 
And, fuil of mischief, banquits he 
On luscious comb of swarming bee, 
I'll mar, with crabbed lines of age, 
she greenness of this leafy page, 


A thousand summers on my crown 

Have poured their golden sunlight down- 
Winds of a thousand winters wiid 

Snows at my feet have high up piled, ' 


ptory, 


WeneUenscOn Reply 
to the HOGWME Re 
Charter Oak at Hartford, 
with ‘notes’, 
" and still my venerable form 

iowers,in defiance of the storm, 
I stand, a melancholy tree, 
in valley of the Genesee-= 
My throne is on the river bank, 
Once dark with oaks that, rank on rank, 
Kaised their proud rustling piumes on high, 
Encased in barken panoply, 
Much have O seen= beneath my boughs 
Tall elk have grazed, with antlered brows; 
Crouching for prey on mossy iimb, 
My leaves have screened the panther grin, 
And 1 have heard the mammoth's roar 
Shame, far and wide the forest=floor, 
The Seneca,who ruied of late 
ihese meadows, is of modern date- 
Long ere his blazing campfire shed 
On yon dark river gieam of red, 
A people,now extinct ,possest 
this vaie with health and beauty blest, 
ihey reared their tent-poles in my shade, 
Kirst fruits on smoking altars taided 
With biood they reddened not the sod, 
Nor shaded traii of battie trod; 
And skilled were they in peaceful arts, 
ror love found harbor in their hearts, 
ihe forests of the north outpoured, 
in evil hour, a robber horde=- 
fois harmless race they hunted down, 
Brief reign the conquerers enjoyed, 
By fiercer foes in turn destroyed; 
Braves of bold port and haughty crest, 
Well named the"nxomans of the West", 
rrom flowery vale and mountain's brow 
Gone are the Aganuschion now, 
Paie children of the rising sun 
At length the mastery have won 
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They meet, a throng of shadows frail, 
Chanting a iow and mournful wai. 


Ail broken is that iittie band, 
ratient of toil and strong of hand, 
Who left New sngiand homes to rear 

An empire's proud foundation here, 
Beneath the iandscape's verdure bright 
they rescued from domain of night 

Yo smite and blossom like the rose, 
Their consecrated bones repose, 


Story, 


WenheCeiie con, Reply HOSMER. 
to the 
Charter Oak 2 


with notes by author. 


“Ancient brother, in their fame 
equal honor may we claim) 

Bound are thy coiied roots to earth 
in the itanc that gave them birth; 
Near thee were their cradles made, . = 
xhey in childhood near thee played, 
But a reaim of virgin soil 

Was their theatre of toii,. 

nere their iron manhood passed*= 
rere thay won the prize at laste 
nere their funeral hiilocks rise 
Linked with noiy memories,=- 

nave 1 written ail have fied 

io the country of the dead? 

Stiii a cherished few remain, 
Bright links of a broken chain! 


A far famed man of nobie mein, 

Lord of those hiils, these pastures green, 
And foremost of the Pioneers, 

in the paie winter of his years 

Yet tives with youthful strength endowed, 
And sends like me, though worn and old, 
To scytne-armed Time defiance bold, 

ihe name he bears that warrior bore 

Who hid, when night dusk:mantie wore, 
Deep in thy gray and caverned bole 
insusted Freedom's parchmentescroll, 
Brave men, who, in a desert lone 

io Lay a nation's corner-stone, 

the joys of polished iife forsake, 

And solitude's long slumber break-~- 

Dread pangs of thirst and hunger bear, 
And Genius of Distemper dare,- 

Are worthy of a prouder meed 

than ever foliowed martial deed, 

Late to their graves such men should go, 
For them the tide of song should fiow, . 
And generations,as they Pass 

Like chasing raindrops down the glass, 
From age to age with pious care, 

Should tombs that hold their dust repair," 


"Oak of the Charter!= 1 have heard 
the raven croakprophetic word, 

And voices at deep midnight,cry:=- | 
‘'vhe moment of thy fail is nigh!"} 
Body nature's iaw must be obeyed, 
Her debt by man and oak be paid- 


story, 
WeiteCetie con, Reply 
to the HOSMER. 
Charter Oak, : 
with notes by the A uthor, 


But long at foot of Wyitis' dil 

thy stem may healthful juices fiil' 
Loved by the free-born and the brave, 
Long may thy honored branches Wave! 
Neglected, in my daad deciine, 

the fate of waning power is mine; 

she vines that round me clung of yore 
My rugged bark emb ace no more, 

And birds, that Fr my praises triited, 
iheir nests'mid richer foliage buiid, 
Gone, is the giory of my prime, 

And near is my appointed time- 

full grown i wrestled with the gale 
When thou wert but a sapling fraii- 
Aye'!- ere the warming breath of spring 
Woke thee, a tender infant thing, 

Red Ghiefs, in beaded garb array'd, 
Held their war-counciis in my shade, 
Last, of the wood, i lift my head, 

My sylvan family are dead, 

And may the blast soon pipe my kneil-- 
Yours, while a twig remains-<rAKHWELL! 


"Notes" | 

“2 .esthe skeleton of a mammoth was exhumed ,within two 
miles of the site of the @reat Oak of Geneseo,--neaP where .empie Hiil 
Academy now stands 

2) ihere is a tradition among the senecas that a people far= 
merly tived in the Genesee vaiiey who tiited the earth like the white 
man--- remains of their pottery may stiil be geens7s-tribes of the Al- 
gonquin stock exterminated them, and they in turn were subdued by the 
lroquois= "ishe Romans of the West." 

(3) The! kKeply of the Great Oak, whichowas suggested by the 2 
letter from the Charter Oak of Gonnecticut, to the Great Oak at Geneseo 
written by Mrse oigourney, appeared a few months ago in Graham's Mag~ 
azine, and thoygh not strictly a iegend, was deemed worthy of a piace 
in this collection, by reason of its reference tQ sole oid tradbtions, 

(4) '"That venerabie tree which conceaged the Uharter of our 
rights, stands at the foot of Wyiiis' Hiil-. the fbrst inhabitants of 
thet name found it standing in the height of 2 2.7 she trunk 
measures twenty one feet in circumference, and near seven in diameter 
the cavity which was the asyium of our charter was near the roots, amd 
large enough to admit a chiid. Within space of eight years that cavity 
has ciosed as if it had fuifiiled the divine purpose for which it had 
been reared"'., 


Story, 

WeneOeonefrom t 

she Months, neO d ME Ke 
uvhe soul of the Poet 


We turn to a review of The Months, originaily printed in the New York 
Tribune, and tater issued ina brochure by Ticknor « Co,, of Boston-- 
“ the prince of poetic publishers, There is a freshneas and freedom of 
spirit in Mr. Hosmer's verses that makes them all-worthy of their fair 
typographical embodiment ; whether he tells us that in January-~- 


Pale forms along the mountain side— 
Mad cavalry of Winter!=- ride 
Through whirling clouds of snow! 


Or sings of rebruary — 


‘Wild vines, to oak and elm that cling, 
wike cordage of a vessel swing, 

And rattie in the gale; 

And moss, that gives Becay a grace, 
ihe roughest spot on Nature's face 
Hides with adorning veil."' 


Or pictures the scene in March,when-- 


ia 
¥Yom many a sugar camp uncurls 
Blue smoke above the maple boughs, 
And shouting boys and laughing giris 
Wild dcho from her covert rouse‘! 


Or with classic feeling reiates how-- 
ts, 
By Aprii of the sunny tress 
ihe mighty spell oy death is broke, 
As marble, with a fond caress, 
to life the son of Belus woke,"' 


Or stirs memory's withered leaves in an after spring, by touching with 
tenderness the inspiriting associations of May-- 


/s Bright drops on fioral cup and bell, 
When breaks the first fair morn of May, 
No longer; blest by fairy spell, 

Gan charm the freckled mole away; 
But ah! this season of delight 
Hath magic yet io make hore bright 
she tombstone of the Bast, 

And Memory'a-Maying' goes, 
Reviving many a withered rose, 

in gardens dim and vast,”' 


Equally graceful and life-like is this to June 


Where spreads the meadow, broad and long, 
Its velvet to the river's brink, 

shere is a rivasry in song 

Between the lark and bobolink; 

While sunny skies drop goiden rain, 

the former pours a fife-like strain 

From her expanding throat= 


Story, 
Wel*Gehe 
She Months, con, HOSMER eo 


‘the latter, on some grassy spire, 
Kocks to and fro = a feathered lyre 
Of full voluptuous note."' 


Shakespeare makes a great ado about the English lark=--but Shakespeare 
never heard a bobeo=linkum save in his dreams of an American June in 
Faiby Land, 

'' July" puts one of Mounts best pictures into sweet 
verse and offers several or the poets own,in keeping with it, 


‘august pis equally good 


'"Green clusters of the wilding grape, 
Climber of oaks! hang high in air, 
And seedy fruit of oblong shape, 
she rough blackberry bushes bear; 
she rank cohosh wears snowy plumes, 
ihe peppermint obscurely blooms 
in hollows dark and wet, 

Ked beads the wintergreen adorn, 
And apples of the spreading thorn 
Will turn to rubies yet,"' 


she maize leaf in the sunshine curis, 
rhe claver-tops are brown and dead, 
And spindle fine the locust twirls 
Amid the leaves above my head, 

By sunny fence or wall are seen 
Grasshoppers in gay coats of green, 
Clouding the sod in fiight; 

Webs in the pasture closely cropped 
seem flags by elvish warriors dropped 
When trooping by at night.”' 


there is fine poetic feeling animating these stanzas from September,-~= 


Month of my heart *September mild! 

shy transient reign is passing bright, 
ihe vine-hung temple of thewild 

Is streaked with golden light; 

insects are singing in the grass, 

And, as with loitering step 1 pass, 
Shy pigeons meet my view, 

kKobbing the fragrant sasafras ©f bervies cerrviy olue 
Of berries darkly blue. 


Wigh mouldering logs, with moss o'erspread, 
Gleam the striped arum's coral beads, 

And prakesstems shaken by my tread, 

prop their round clustering seeds; 


On a few chiidren of the shade 

thet pale fantastic painter-Frost- 
Warm colors with coid hand hath laid, 
though not a leaf is lost; 

Blood=drops may, here and there,be seen 
On the low Sumach's vest of green, 

As if its heart had bied, 


Story, 
Wellel ete 

from HROSME Re 
the Months’ 


And, where tail maples form a screen, 
ihe grove is growing red. 


yon mower, whiie the buckwheat falls 
in reddish swaths, his task to cheer, 
Some rude old ballad strain recalls 
shat well 1 love to hear; 

the squirrel frighted by his song, 

A neighboring cornfield’s edge alo, 
races in wild dismay, 

And startled crows,a noisy throng, 
¥ily through the woods away. 


Old pastures, reamed by paths of sheep, 
rresh from the baths of gentile showers, 
Are rivalling the verdure deep 

Of May's enchanted hours:= 

she mushroom lifts its roof of snow, 
With roseate hangings draped below, 
ient meet for fairy folk! 

And whiie his bougas wave to and fro, 
Fall acorns from the oak, 


Huge wains, piled high with yellow maize, 
Groan as their wheels cut through the soil, 
And the biithe hunter homeward strays, 
bearing his feathered spoil; 

With mist the distant hills are crowned, 
And winds in passing waft a sound, 

Pleasant to Boyhoods ear, 

Of ripe fruit failing to the ground 

In orchards planted near,''' 


In the poem October we find the following beautiful lines, 


"'Nio joyous birds his coming hail, 
For summer's full-voiced choir is gone, 
And over Nature's face a veil 
Jf dull gray Mist is drawn; 
jhe crow, with heavy pinion-strokes, 
Beats the shill air in flight, and croaks 
A dreary song of dole; 
Beneath my feet the puff-ball smokes, 
As through the fields 1 stroll, 


the partridge, closely ambushed, hears 
the crackling leaf=- poor timid thing! 
And to a thicker covert steers, 

On swift resounding wing; 

the woodland wears a look forlorn, 
Hushed is the wild bee's tiny horn, 
the cricket's bugle shriil- 

Sadly is Autumn's mantle torn, 

But fair the vision still,'' 


Story, 
WerteCchia 
from nhOS MER. 
The Months,"' 
November, 
'"Hdoarse trumpeters are in the sky, 
From which a dripping rain is shed=- 
Onware in wedgeeiixe form tney fuy, 
By leader piloted; 7 
A flourish of the feathered band 
Announces that they seek a iand 
Of sunniness and flowerse#~- 
Blue waters. edged by golden sand, 
Flashing through tropic bowers, 


November of forbidding mein 

Is busy by the wood and rill, 

Changing to russet aumht of green, 

Or bright, found lingering still; 

He treads in wrath the forestefloor 
And dead leaves fiy his breath before, 
And creaking sounds are heard, 

Mingled with sobbibg, and the roar 

of waves to madness stirred, 


Strange beauty fell on hill and dale 
When gentle Indian Summer came 
Disclosing, through a filmy veil, 

A crown of ruddy flame, 

She reddened with her touch the rill; 
restooning purple on the hill 

Her magic fingers hung-- 

through Nature sent a joyous thrill, 
And tuned her harp unstrung, 


Sunshine glimmers on the hill, 
Lighting up its rugged brow, 

rhough the warbling birds are still, 
And the leaves have lef the bough, 
Brightness on the brook is shed, 
Like soft gleam of golden ore, 
though the water flags are dead, 
And the marge is green no more, 


vpecember, eee 7 


'"Those snowy plumes become thee well, 
Thou ofthe frost-embroidered mail: 
thy clarion hath a martial swell-- 
Last of the Bweive, all hail, 
When camest thou in other years, 
And wooded was the scene around, 
In rude log huts the Pioneers 
A crazy shelter found, 
While rafters rang with winter's knock, 
Wild bleatings of the foided flock 
their waking guardians told 
thet woives, from swamp and caverned rock, 
Rushed forth, by night made bold,''' 


> to . Oo thas Ath tae 
St ory F Tork co ee Fe oe nal A = 
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from nOsMER e 
the Months 


Old wather Christmas-King of Storms;= 
December ,coh,. ils Chaplain to thy noisy train; 

ne loves a cordial glass that warms, 

And chants a joily strain, 

His silver hair and rosy face 

Give to his time-worn form a grace, 

And children, with a bound, 

lock to enjoy his kind embrace, 

Whiie toys are scattered round 


ihe poor Old Year from thee receives 
Rough usage in his dying hour; 


ihy cruel minions ,Hail-and Sleet- 
Enfold him in a winding sheet, 

And laugh at his dismay, 

then shout='Not far those tottering feet 
Will bear thee on thy way, ' 


¥yrom a brother poet and contemporary--er.* fo ing app retiation, 
' Gambridge October elicits. 


" Dear Sir- 3 
in looking over your beautiful Voiume of poems 1 have been 


struck with coincidence of figure and expression, which 1 am hardly 
sorry to see as it gives me an easy opportunity of telling you how 
much pleasure t'ihe Months"' have given te, 
ihe lines are these, 
''Wild vines, to oak and elm that cling 
Like cordage to a vessel swing, 
Ana@ rattle in the gale, ' 
in '"vangeline'' a poem, which was stereotyped in June jast, though 
it gs not yet published, 1 have these lines; 
'iyyl]l in his track of light, like ships with shadowy canvas 
Hanging loose from their spars in a motionless calm in the trppk 
Stood a cluster of cotton trees= with cordage of grapevines,''' 
this is a very stricking case of coincidence, where neither writer could 
possibly have seen the thought of the other, as neither of the poems con= 
taining it have seen the light’. 1t will amuse us both to see how swift= 
ly 1 shall be aéaused of piagiarism in this; for Coleridge says; ‘there 
is amongst us a set of critics, who have no nothon that tnere are such 
things as fountains in the worid, but would devine every rill they bekedd 
flowing from a perforation in some other man's tank'', 


xours truly 
Henry We Longfellow,’ ' 


Story, a neal 

WetteCehe 

Reply to HOS ME Ke 

HeWepongfellow's letter, 

concerning, simiiarity of 

expression to Kvangeline | 

in rebruary of ‘ihe Months, Avon, Oct ;jethic.7 


bear sir, 
On my return from the October sittings of our-=-Court Ifound 


your favor of the ejrd, on my table, i am gladto learn that the peru~ 
sal of my 'brochure' afforded you pleasure,Of little worth are the 
plaudits of the crowd, but | duly esteem the discriminating praise of 
that 'fit audience' for which Milton prayed, 


l was unconscious, until my attention was called to it by my wife, of 
having reproduced in my poem of"rebruary"” an image used by me in tyone 
nondio', 
the following is from my description of a night storm in the 

Valley of the Génesee,-- | 

‘huge grapevines, tied in leafy coil, 

io grayearmed giants of the siol, 

Swing tike a vessel's loosened shrouds 

pbrifting beneath a bank of ciouds,' 


though there is, as you observe, a striking coincidence of figure and 
expression in the passage quoted from'Evangeline' and the 'Months' I 
would Little respect the critic who would base thereon a charge of 
plagiarisn, 
Flaccus, himself, has no better right than the Author of 
'Outre=Mer' to entitle his works 
''garmina non prius Audita''-- 


Faithfuily Yours, 
WM.H.eC.HOsmer, ' 
From James ie rields 


Dear Sir-<------ 
My time has been so occupied of late l 


have not yef fomuacd opportunity of saying in any Public way how well 1 
regard your poems, We booksellers are too deeply immersed with business 
affairs, we find but little ieisure for anything else, 
Wishing you emery success in all your literary enterprises,1 remain 
bear sir, 


yours very truly, 
James iste Fields, | 


Story, 


WeheC otle 


Letter from nHeOS ME Ke 
Horace Greeley, 
May 7thi..7 from 


Boston, . 


roe. 


on 
Boston,May .,i-’6. 


' Friend nosmer 
, Heing casuily in boston, and being above half hour 


Before ieaving for New vork, i have concluded to inflict some of 

my tediousness on you, if you don't like it take your revenge. 
i fan awey from home on Tuesday evening ,having prepared what copy l 
coiid, and have been up to Lowell, giving ina iecture, or rather a 
duit, stammering kind of speech, my notions of habor reform, 1 am 
hurrying home as fast as posahbie, sowell and Koston are very flour- 
ishing--every branch of business active and prosperous, there are great 
defects and some positive vices in the system of Fastory labor as it 
prevaiis in this country, and indeed every where elise, ihe whole sub- 


ject needs consideration and revision. 
there is very iittie good an the way 


of Literature at present, nood's serious poems is the next book i Mean 
to read if i ever get time to read another. nadiey has just given us a 
exceeding briliiant, dashing account of! *Mapadeon ane his Marshals,’ 
which is likely to nave a run. here is some very fine description im 
it--a Little too much iike repetition in some Places, but stiil as stir 


ring and the itiiiad. | 
Poe--who is a briiiiant writer when neither too 


drunk nor too sober afidbmightobeosomebody if he were not an incorrig= 
able raseal and vagabond--has published in the last vody some sketches 
of New york Literatti, which are said to be pungent. 1 have not seen 
them but they are esciting a sensation, so that every copy is bought 
up in the City. i have appiled twice fo one with out success, wody 
adversises that this series is to be reprinted and to be accompanied 
by another in his June number. i presume %ic reprint wiil appear in 


the edition for our city alone, 


Story ; 

WereUelhle 

neGreeley letter con. HOS Moe ite 
roe has run ail out in New York and gone south, but his writings will 
seli for he has genius. 1 am sure he ran in debtyivww. during the time 
he stopped on our city, scandalized two eminent siterary ladies, and 
were near getting himself horsewhipped or pistoled, ne insulted the 
Bostonians grossly, having been engaged to deliver a voem here, which 
he did rather drunk and the poem an old and poor one, inat chap wii 
be getting into scrapes aii his lire until the sexton gets him into 


one he cannot get out of. 
i am greatiy obliged to you for your Boems of tine 


monins', thay are weli done and 1 prize them, roetry is a drug to the 
uncut mass of readers of a daily paper, and it seems to the dealer m 
pork, potatoes and stocks, quite out of piace in the columns of a bus- 
iness organ, but 1 couidnh't relish relish a journal that utterly dis- 


carded it as most do, 
now would the poems of fhe Months do, neatly printed 


and bound together? 1 wiil volunteer to get them up when completed, 
take the risk of their publication and give you any profits that may 
accrue provided you think best to have them appear so,-----if you 
like the idea they shall be set forth, in that case December ought to 
be ready by the first of the month, so that the littie book might 
be got out for the noLidays--- think off this suggestion, 
LOUTS 5 
norace Greeley, 

Peis 

1 have broken up housekeeping and my wife and boy have gone to 
bre Deeker's Watten Ave. establishment at Morristown Ned. My boy is 
just the tallest: two year oid,goiden-haired, fleshy, stout, active and 


remarkably heaithy., mave you any? .1o0urs, 7 


ried» 


pbtory, 
Were elle 
Aids new publications nOpsp MEHR e 
rPhiiadelphia,va., 
vear Sir, 
in connection with John lastam of this city 1 am making ar- 
rangements to establish a Magazine------ 1 should Like an article from 


your pen- 
Agein, 
your kind favor is at hand, i am instructed by Mr. Lastam to send 

you the following draft. Mre .. sayssays that he does not consider it 
as equivalent for the many favors you have sent him gratuotously~-- it 
is noyhing more than fair that you should be treated to some good bodks 
and as he does not know what books you wouid prefer he sends you the 
draft that you may purchase them in accordance with your personal taste, 

xours trply, 

WM.Swanaker, 
for JeAstabtam g CO, 


Gleveland, Ohio,, 
pec eiSthic’c. 


Dear nosmer 

i have concluded to write you a few lines regarding this pa- 
per which we talked of starting, Since 1 have been here 1 have taken @e~ 
casion to ascertain your literary standing in the literary circles of the 
West and south west, and 1 find that with all who have the least claim 
to literary merit you are well and favorably known, ihe copy of “ronnondib 
which 1 have has been read by a large number within a few weeks and is 
now engaged by more than wiil have time to read it before ileave, Mre 
Harris the Kditor of the 6leveland neraid has expressed to me a desire ito 
piblish a review of it-- Another circumstance which 1 may mention is this 
--at the Si.Andrews Supper of Uleveland were gathered the Literary Stas 
of the Keserve. Among the regular toasts was the poets of America’, i 
was cailed on by the President to respond to it and when during my re- 
marks i referred to you and your writings 1 was greeted with the most 
enthusiastic demonstrations of applause. she Students of this College 
are from all parts of the West and Southwest, showing that your repu- 
tation has not in it the local so common to many self styled poets, 


you will therefore perceive that my opportunities for observation have 


story, of 

Were efis 

Aids to new pubibgations, con. HOS ME ne 
Cleveltand,Ohio, 

paniel Cameron, 

pece Qo*o. 

. been favorable and among those whose opinions are entitled to respect, 
and 1 am happy in being abie to say that with the great mass of those 
under any circumstance would read a Literary paper your name is as 
famiiiar as household words. 1 mention these circumstances to show 
the immense advantage which you would have as Kditor of a Literary 
Paper, and 1 feei entirely confident that if we can succeed in start- 
ing one at some good point- it wiil be a fortune,---------- 
wet me hear from you at your earliest convenience stating fukiy your 
views of the project.---------- 


_xours etc in haste 
Decesth vaniel Cameron. 


re A a ee + ears are == 


f rom 9 ve 
Aibany , A lecture given in Albany at this time seems to a happy event 
as recorded in the following ietter to his mother. 


My dear Mother, 
i arrived in this city this morning, 1 am passing the 


Sabbath in hate's room, his second sister, Mrs. yvohn Stoddard) at Mrs. 
Johnson's, she is well and comfortably situated. vohn was giad tosee 
me and after the excitement at Albany, it was a great relief to reach 
the quiet quarters of my dear sister. 1 had overflowing houses atal- 
bany, though Dempster was giving concerts, if the papers are to be 
believed 1 exceeded public expectation. As proof that 1 gave satis= 
faction, my lecture was interrupted by applause, a thing unusual as 
Street informs me. at the suggestion of bre seek 1 was invited tode- 
liver a lecture on indian iradition, the night foliowing my lecture o 
on Scottish Song----=--== ,omorrow 1 shall take up my quarters for a 
few days in New xrork, 1 have ietters to several publishers and 1. think 
of issueing a second edition of ronnondio, Over excitement and broken 
rest have made me nervous, but otherwisé 1 am well, in the company df 


Aes-Street 1 visited the old butch buiidings and the antiquated, 


gtory, 

WeneG ellis 

to his mother on HOpbpMaoan es 
Leuture at Alhany-j° 4 


residence of a rrench Count with a cross on the walls that wears of seve 
Waamdired— 
Genes had been borne by its gabled roof.------ 1 have had invita=- 


tions to deliver lectures at iroy and Syracuse---- the wear and tear up- 
the body in this work is great in this inclement season,--- When I shall 


return 1 cannot say. My spirit often goes on a swift visit to myown lite 
fireside 
tle Hoywsgnoyg - and the pleasant group of home- for by no other name can 


1 designate the oid homestead. 1 wish 1 could have known the quarter dof 
the Gity of Albany in which you were born;it would have been a pieasant 
picture to hang in Memory's Hall; but,Mother! 1 thought of your request 
to put my best foot foremost in this city of your birin, and i think you 


have no occasion to biushn for your gon, 
your affectionate son, 
WMemeGsriosmer, ' 
rede 
ihis morning 1 shaii oaii on Mrs. balmanno with nate, 
Wror he Ge 
a brother,sdward, who Saised in the vesse1 Loo vUnoo ior vaiifornia had 


not been ,neard from, and all w ere anxious; wustavus'r. nosmer of Albany, 


writes, 
Cousin Upyler, | 
The Steamer ralicon is advertised to leave New york 
on goth inst for Chagres with mail for California, and it is our inten- 
tion to write ndward per that mail, piease forward in season any letters 
you or your father's family may have to send to be inciuded in our padet,. 


Wwe ere somewhat surprised in not receiving any advices from Edward since 
leaving New vork as he was to write us from Kio dganiero and other Pla¢es 
the Vessel touched on her voyage-- previous to leaving he wrote that he 
shoulé probably unite with a smaiit company from nerkimer, and that head 
every thing necessary to operate with on his arrivai at his Piace of g@es~ 
Lination--with kind remembrance to your wife and your father's family, 
yours iruly, 
it@ePenosmer, 
Many lecturing engagements consume time and strength, while at interwals 
his pen drops gems of thought inspired by"Home,!' 


story, 
WeneC elise 
"My Study.” HOSME Re 


fy study. 
i love the circuit of thy narrow bounds 
White my pale iamp gives sight, 
And, unattended by tumuituous sounds, 
Presides the holy Night. 


A quiet nook for revery thou art 
in the dim hour of shade, 

When that wiid wondrous instrument, the heart, 
is sussted and tranquis made, 


My books= oid friends that know not frigid change-=- 
When come the evil days, | 

Unfoid their iettered treasures, rich and sBérange, 
vo my enamored gaze, 


Whiie roily wastes, in lust and midneght wine, 
Manhood and moral heaith, 

true wisdom seeketh jeweis in the mine 
Of inteliectual weaith, 


riaunt sacred to retirement and thought! 
At midnight deep and ione, 

Within thy haiiowed precincts 1 have caught 
Gieams of that world unknown, 


Where the soul harbors when this iife is oer, 
And ciosed our War with iime, 

And the hushed beifry of the heart no more 
nings with a numbered chime,” 


rere pictures of nome fiow with ease-= as, 
10 “My wife! 


Mas prwr"r 
CP sey FT Mother of my chiidren Jisten, 
White the moon above is bright, 
And the starry watchers giisten- 
Jgeweis on the brow of night, 
vghou, has? waited, paie and ionely, | 
ror my coming, late and iong. 
Oh! mine own thou art= mine oniy=- 
And the muse that prompts my song. 


im my dreams angelic faces 
Look on me though far away, 
nappy smiies and infant graces 
hound soft iips and dimples Diay, 
And my iittie fiock they gather 
Uiosely round my vacant chair, 


Story, 
Went-GU »Me 
verses, 

io My wife. 


nUpMbsBH e 


with a yearning wish that father 
Wouid come back their sports to share, 


-_- eo oe ee See me & 


- Se eo 


Whiie i know for me that nightly 
Lifted is thy voice in prayer, 
Beats my taboring heart more tightly, 

And the tandscape iooks more fair; 
Pray that i may soon caress thee, 
While affection's accents fiow, 
Once more to my bosom press thee, 
And ceiestial rapture know," 


in Lighter vein is-- 


A Lay of Long Ago. 
inscribed to MeM-e 
in the good old days of pioneer ways 
now fuiiof Iun were we. 
When neighbors ail obeyed the call 
10 meet at the "iogging bee”: 
when fiax was spun and every one 
in stout tow=-cioth was drest, 
And the spinning wheel with its humming peal, 
Was music that pieased the best, 


Log houses stood where the grand oid wood 
On their roofs of bark threw shade, 
And Loud was mirth round the spacious hearth 
when the roaring fire was made ,. 
when Ghristmas came the best of game 
Smoked on the settier's boara, 
And steaming hot from the iron pot 
Was the golden mush outpoured., 


ashe hardy giris with their sunburnt curias, 


Were brodes for staiwert grooms 

Whose coats momeemade of butternut shade 
Were wove in rustic looms, 

brown came the loaves,,in our iand of groves, 
rrom ovens out of doors, 

And weil 1 ween,with rushes green, 
Were scoured the rough oak fioors, 


While hunting kine at day's decline, 
through woods unfenced and wide, 

ihe ruce strapebeil,in giade or dell, 
Was the miikemaids oniy guide, 

Oh! a pieasant dound in the forest round, 
Was its tintiisiation ciear, 


and in summer time by its drowsy chime 
now charmed was chiidhood's ear, 


Ww v Xs <a —" ws ss sa ee 


